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the fine phrases of silken courtiers are, A good ship 1
know, and a poor cabin, and the language of a cannon:
and therefore, as my breeding has been rough, scorning
delicacy; and my present being consisteth altogether
upon the soldier (blunt, plain, and unpolished), so must
my writings be, proceeding from fingers fitter for the
pike than the pen. And so, kind Countrymen! I pray
you to receive them.
Neither ought you to expect better from me, because
I am but the chronicler of my own story.
After I had seen the beginning and ending of the
Algiers voyage; I came home somewhat more acquainted
with the world but little amended in estate: my body
more wasted and weather-beaten; but my purse, never
the fuller, nor my pockets thicker lined,
Then the drum beating up for a new expedition, in
which many noble gentlemen and heroical spirits were
to venture their honour, lives, and fortunes; cables could
not hold me: for away I would, and along I vowed to go,
and did so.
The design opening itself at sea for Cadiz, proud I
was to be employed there; where so many gallants and
English worthies did by their examples encourage the
common soldiers to honourable darings. The ship I
went in was called the Convertine^ one of the Navy
Royal; the Captain, Thomas Portar.
On the two-and-twentieth day of October, being a
Saturday, 1625; our fleet came into Cadiz, about three
o'clock in the afternoon: we, being in all, some no sail
The Saturday night, some sixteen sail of the Hol-
landers, and about ten White Hall Men (who in England
are called colliers), were commanded to fight against the
Castle of Punthal, standing three miles from Cadiz:
who did so accordingly; and discharged in that service,
at the least, 1600 shot.